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Curse our rotten luck! No 
sooner.are we introduced lo the 
beautiful Aline than we learn 
that she is about to emigrate. 
The end of a beautiful friendship 
before it even had a chance to 

By the time you read this, Aline 
will be putting down roots in 
Canada and preparing for the 
notorious Quebec winter. But at 
least our man in Paris grabbed 
an opportunity to capture her 
eloquent beauty on film before 
she left Europe for ever. 

We also took the opportunity to 
enquire why she should choose 
to leave our green and pleasant 
lands in favour of a load of 
lumberjacks and bear trappers. 

She soon rectified our 
misconceptions. 

"Oh, don't be silly! Canada is 
not all forests and lakes. There 
are some great cities there and 
it's a wonderful place to live. It's 
like America, only cheaper and 

We naturally assumed she'd 
been there, to spy out the land, 
so to speak. "Well, no, but 
Meads-of mine have and they 
loved it. They arranged my job 
for me—looking after children 
at a nursery school. ’ 1 
These friends of yours, urn, they 
don’t live in Canada? They went 
back to France ? 


"Yes they did, but there was a 
good reason for that. Anyway, 

I know what I'm going there for, 
so don't try to put me off. It's a 
place for young people with 
energy and ambition and all 
that, just like it says on the 
posters.” 


Aline won't be around to model 
for FIESTA any more. We made 
her promise to send us a 
postcard and to be sure to call 
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It’s not often you find a 
girl who’s looking forward 
to getting old. Well, not 
exactly getting old, sort of 
growing up some more. 
Well, not even that quite 

how she feels . . . 

“It’s that word 
lifestyle. You’re obliged to 
live in a style that has 


something to do with whal 
you do for a living, and I 
what sort of education yoa 
had, that sort of thing, and 
most of all, how old you! 
are. Now I’m not really I 
complaining about my I 
lifestyle. I’ve got lots of I 
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If you live in the Midlands 
there's a strong chance you 
will have seen Pia 
performing. No, not 
stripping or go-go dancing, 
but singing songs—fully 
clothed. 

She's quite a talented and 
experienced warbler, this 
lady, and she's been singing 
professionally round the 
clubs and the better class of 
restaurants for several 
years. She told us she used 
to glean her repertoire from 
the Hit Parade, delivering up 
revamped Top Twenty 
numbers for the customers. 
But recently she's moved on 
to 'standards', ballads and 
jazzy numbers. 
"Audiences are definitely 
getting more sophisticated," 
she opines. "It's not good 
enough just to do a few 
teeny-bopper numbers and 
the latest Eurovision song. 
People expect to hear good 
songs that have stood the 
test of time—and they 
expect a higher standard of 
musicianship too." 
Which is why Pia chooses to 
work with a very slick little 
seven-piece band who 
demand a high degree of 
musicality from their 
vocalist. At least, that's 
one of the reasons she sings 
with them. The other may 
have something to do with 
the fact that the guitarist is 
her boyfriend. 
"That's useful, because it 
means we can work through 
new numbers at home 
together," she says, and we 
carefully avoid looking for 
double entendres in that 
statement. "It also means 
that I always get a lift to 
work! I sit in the back with 
his amplifier." 
Just a minute ... in the 
back ? Who sits in the front 
with the guitarist? "His 
guitar, of course." 
Oh yes, of course. We've 
heard about guitarists like 
that. Of course, a good 
guitar is a very precious 
possession, especially if it 
earns you your bread and 
butter. But to put an 
instrument before a lady 
like Pia . .. funny lot, these 
musicians. 
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HOT WOODS AND COOL WATER 















































































































WE'VE MANAGED IT 
ONE MORE TIME 

Yes, world-famous glamfotog Ed Alexander — 
of New York, Corfu and Lancaster Gate— 
has been persuaded to pause in his giddy 
round of swank restaurants, exclusive 
golf courses, fast American carsand hard- 
blowing jazz niteries to capture on 

film yet another luscious lovely for 

the delectation of our esteemed 

readership. We offer nine pages 

of Elaine next month, as seen 

through the gleaming eyes and 
talented lenses of Mr 
Alexander. Plenty of other 
gorgeous colour pix, of 
course, taken by photo¬ 
graphers equally este¬ 
emed by Those Who 


SANTA WON'T PUT FIESTA IN YOUR CHRISTMAS STOCKING 

but if you can afford 40p, why worry? 


Our last issue of the year gi 
out with a bang that includes a 
-iestafashion Snob Section 
(Fist so's you'll know what 
not to be conned into wearing 
next year), the strange story 
of Sex In The Sawdust Ring, 
the sad tale of Nasty Tricks 
From Teasing Pricks, and a 
shudder or two over The Year Of 
The Shark. 









